. umtform of an evening-diner. The

“¥t was clear ‘that Lo hed -
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THE ROSE IN THE BOOK.

Lo! pressed here in God's sacred boolg,
Bebold the fragmanta of o flow'r |
“Thut once beside Judesn brook
Lived out its ovanescent hour,
No longer In the dews of night
It glitters like o dindem;
No more the holy morning lignt
Falls on tho roso ¢ Bethlehem,

“The faded leaves rocall an age
HBeloved to-day a thousand-fold,
JAnd 1 have pressed [t on the page
That breathes the wondor-tale of old.
Upon it, liko o sunbeam, lics
A benedietion all Divine,
And frem (ta erushed hoart seem to rise
The odors sweet of Palestino,

Mothinks I hear the duleet flow
Of Kedron thro ity restful glade;
_And where my roso smiled, long ago,
The nngoel.guarded Baviour play'd.
“Thare foll not o'er hils youthful bllss
The shadow of the soonto-be:
No thoughts of Calvary wero his,
No vision of Gothsemune,

Thue In the Dible [ have kept
The rose that seldom secs the sun;
It grew near whero the Master wept,
And bloomed where Kedron's waters run.
And ns the old valnglorious Kings
Held dear the crown's most precious gem,
B0 will I prize the rose that brings
Bweet memories from Bethlehem,
—T. C. Harbaugh, in Demorest's Mouthly.

THE VICTIM

OF HIS

CLOTHES.

By Howard Flelding and Frederick 1. Burton,

[CopymiGuY, 1800.)

His eyes were fixed at the moment
apon © rent in his trousers which ad
mitted a small detachment of cool,
‘morning breeze fresh from the sea.
‘The smile on his face gave way to an ex-
pression of disgust, and he sat up in
wudden irritation. This movement
cansed s sharp pain to shoot across his
back, which reminded him that the way
of the transgressor is hard,

And then the full, delightful, cussed-
ness of the situation dawned upon him.
What should he do? What could he do?

He sat up again and looked hopeless-
ly about. Upon a bench not fifteen
paces nway Wwas a  young woman,
ovidently a servant of some kind, for her
dress was of plain material, set off with
big white cuffs at the sleeves, and such
a frill of lace at the neck as omly
ladies’ maids woar. Her face was con-
cealed by n kerchief which she held to
her eyes, and which Mr. Drane doubted
not was in o process of lachrymose
drenching. He watched her with
languid interest, wondering stupidly
what brought her there at such an
‘hour, whether she had been locked out
and feared a reprimand or discharge
when sho should go home, whether,
perhaps. she, too, had indulged too free-
ly in—bah! Mr. Drane recoiled in pro-
found horror at tho suggestion. Was
it possible that a mere accidental
«change in circumstances, the merc ac-
coutrements of the slums, should make
him capable of entertaining for an in-
stant such a thought sbout o woman?
Was a man to be the vietim of his gar-
ments?

In silent reparation for his unuttered
offense Mr. Drane began vigorously to
think a1l manner of pretty things about
the unhappy young woman, insisting to
fimself that she must be beautiful, in-
nocent, injured, lovely and so”on, until
presently, his adjectives having been
threo t'mes cxhausted, he Had worked

-

rqu. Mr, Drane's brows contracted
and he watched the scene with more
than curjosity. Ho saw the young man
step mearcr to the bench, put out his
band towards the young woman and
move a8 if he would sit down beside her,

Ho saw the young woman rise hastily
and try to walk away, but the man laid
his hand upon her shoulder, A second
later and Drane had seised the follow's
wrist with a grip that made the joint
craok. Then he doubled the arm he
hold soross tho other's chest so suddenly
that he was flung back a pace or two,

“You infernal tramp!” cried the fellow,

‘| and he was following it up with lan-

guage much stronger when Mr. Drane
interrupted him.
“Speak a single word that fails in re-

jspect to this woman,” sald he, “‘or raise

your finger to do her an injury, and I'll
break overy bone in your body!"

“Woell, take the chippie and—"

Mr. Drane lost patience and knocked
the fellow down. It was a straight,
quick blow and it closed the disturb-
ance as well as the right cye of the
man who received it. Ie staggerod to
his foct, growled something about the
police and walked rapidly away.

Mr. Drane turned to the lady’s maid,
who, very pale, was lcaning heavily
against a troe.

“I trost that I did not frighten you,”
he said. “Perhaps I should have been
less violent."

The maid did not reply at once. Sho
looked at Mr. Drane in a daze of sur-
prise until a faint color crept into her
eheek and o suspicion of a smile crossed
ber lips. Then Mr. Drane remembered.
He glanced at his remnant of o hat
which he held in his hand, and his eyes
immediately fell, but he found no com-
fort in his boots, where thoy rested. All
his gentility departed on the instant,
and he shifted awkwardly, trying to
speak and merely mumbling. With the
samo irresistible gaucherie ho passed
his hand over his chin, and the rough
stubble there gave further ovidence of
his absurdly miscrable situation. The
young woman sccmed to realize some-
what of his emotions, for her faco in-
stantly becamo serious and she said,
softly:

“] am sure I owe very much to your
kindness, your courage, your muscle.
Truly I am very grateful.”

Mr. Drane knew that he wasblushing,
and he wondered whether his faco were
clean enough to show it. Ho looked up
and saw the young woman's blue eyes
regarding him compassionately.

I foel as if I must apologizo for ad-
dressing you at ull, miss,” he half stam-
mered. 1 forgot my—well, my loath-
some appearance, It ism't mine, it
isn't my fault; in fact, I am not exactly
the thing you see.”

“Oh, forgive me if I have appeared to
notice any thing but your goodness,
sir,” cxclaimed the young woman, ap-
proaching him impulsively asshe spoko;
“you havo doubtless been unfort:nate,
perhaps seen better days. [ am sure
you are a gentleman ot heart, and [ am
grateful, indeed I am, believe me,” and
without further ado she took his hand
and pressed it warmly in both of hers.
Mr. Drane winced, There was the most
delieate condescension in her manaer
and tone; her action said what words
would have rendored offensive: ‘‘See, I
recognize your nobility of character, no
matter how ugly is your disguise, and I
am not ashamed to acknowledge it." To
be thus treated by a servant!

Yesterday this interesting youny per-
gon wonld have stammered in his pres-
ence, hung her head, and would have
boen overwhelmed at receiving u sery-
jee at his hands. Now, forsooth, she
speaks grondly, airs her superiority,
condescends to grasp Mr. Lawrenco
Drage’s hand! Theunhappy man began
to experienco profound resentment ab
this concoited lady's maid when o sur-
prising change in her manner aroused
hits eurious interest. She let fall his
hund ns impulsively as she had seized
it, blushed painfully and looked at her
white little hands which she folded be-
fore her.

wAlas! T forgot,” she said, and her
lips trembled. “You can mot under-
stand, of courso. Oh, dear! oh, dear!

] You se€, I, too, am mot at all what you

seo me, of what you think I am.™
Mr. :Drane hastened to give the lie to

.= | his rocent cmotions.

£HI: DIDX'T MAVE MER WEALTH WwWITH HEI

himself into a fair frenzy of intcrest
about her. He longed to see her face,
but that she kept persistently con-
cealed; to hear her voice, but not even
a low sob rewardod bis attentive car. A
moment more and he would have re-
sumed his miserable self-contemplation,

bug his interest in the young woman
was sustainod ‘by aa &pacu-d opi-

. sode. .

Across the park came strolling idly a
man such as the night wanderer in New
York may mect at any bour. He wore
an silk ‘hutand the m:

. bout his neck, bat itwas not ¥

and played with & codlfbend a8
and was now going ‘homo on pMinciple,
holding it as a canon of gentlemsnly be-
havior thiat one shouldl always bo in bed
by sunrise. .
Mr. Drano did not observe chis vision
perous -imdolence until it paused

o1
Atroctly before the weoplng young
cewoman. It was clear that tho maa

m-\\ bor, for she sturted sud-

v
- -

‘| if hns béen .

“I am sure, miss," ho declared, gal-
lantly, “I have scen you and thought of
you only a8 & hdJ l&linmu to whom

my dnalloyed pleasuro to
render some smbll assistance.”

Tho young woman looked up again.
Her cyes were brimming with tears,
neverthoeless she laughed softly.

“] can not help it, miserable asIam,”
she said; *for your words do sound so
incongruous,” and she glanced as itin
spite of herself at Mr. Dranc’s tattered
clothing.

“Yes, miss,” responded Mr. Drane,
humbly. Then gathering courage from
the remnants of his pride he added:

the same about your words,” and he
mado no disguise of looking st the big
cuffs, the emblem of her social position,

I o not wonder,” sho replied, calm-

“A blow of that nature
coming upon one so young must bo se-
vere indecd.”

There was & wost fmproper twinkle
fn the young woman's eyos as she re
sponded:

“Pray do not distress yoursell. My
widowhood camo so unoxpectedly, was
such 2 in fact, that it was
more of o shook tham a blow.. Thero

L e

1 am d grieved!” exclaimed M
“] am ¥ e r.

;

“And do you know, miss, I have thought opposi

1y, ‘f!u'rilm not ‘miss’' atall. 1 ama | grow

stanoes, but, of course, I ought not %o
speak of such a matter lightly.” |

“*No, I su not,” admjtted Mr.
Drane, rathor dublously. Even in his
wrotched situation he folt an oxtraor
dinary interest in this young widow,
and he wondered again vaguoly bow it
camo shat sho was away from her om-
ployment at daybreak. She was tapping
the ground with her foot thoughtfully,
ovidently bhesitating about continuing
hor explanation. Mr, Drane was nat~
urally curious. Circumstances had
brought thom strangely together. What
could be botter than toexchange con-
fldences? e began:

“You havo been so good, madam, a8
to admit the possibility of my having
soen better days. That is decidedly tho
case, and I mean to see botter ones yet
if luck is not wholly against me."

Then he stopped abruptly, for the
consclousness of his situation over-
whelmed him, and he felt the absurdity
of confiding in a mero servant. The
young woman did not notice his manner.

“It s you who have beon good,” she
said, “and you ought to know more fully
how you have befriended me. My story
is o trango one; people do not eredit it,
but I trust you will believe me. Let us
sit down, for I am fatigued with anxiety
and sloeplessness.”

Still this samo irritating condescen-
gion from a lady's maid! Mr. Drane
thought ruefully of his bedraggled ap-
pearance and admitted that sppoarances
justified it. What becomes of tho fine

“ A mon's o man for o' that,"

when every body estimates him by bis
apparel? How can the ragamufi$ main-
tain his own pride when he knows that
tho rest of the world is against him? It
is folly to kick against appearances, and
what is follyis uscless, and what is use-
less should not be held; ergo, s man who
appears to bo o vagabond and disreputa-
blo is a vagabond and disreputable, and
so much the worse if he stubbornly en-
deavor to maintain the contrary. Such
was the bitter train of reasoning in-
dulgod by Mr. Druno as he and the fair
young widow went to the bench from
which she had been driven, for she was
fair, notwithstanding sundry evidences
of o slecpless night, and interesting in
spite of her big cuffs and laco frill.

“To begin, a8 a woman must, at
neither end of the story,” she began
when they wore seated, *'you must know
that I possess immense wealth.™

Mr. Drane rose quickly.

“[ beg your pardon for the interrup-
tion,” ho said, **but do you happen to
have any of that with you?"

“Alas! no,” shereplied, dismally, “‘and
that is not the worst of it."

“It's a3 bad as itcan be for the mo-
ment,” Mr. Drano insisted, as he re-
sumed Lis seat. **You see, I would have
been very glad to give you my note for
fivo hundred if you had it convenient.”

The young woman looked at him
soarchingly.

«] should be wicked it 1 did motde-
sire to help you, poor man,” sho said,
gravely, “and I trust che time may como
speedily when I shall bo able to do so.”

Mr. Drane was stung, but not crushed.

»Youmust undorstand,” he exclaimed,
sithat I should repay it. I'vegot plenty
of money, that is, there's plenty be-
longing to me, and | can get it if I con
only prove my identity.”

The young woman's oyes were dilated
with wonder and doubt.

“Strange!” she said, slowly, **for that
is exactly my own case. You shall tell
me your story prosently. Listen to
mine. I become wn orpban st an carly
age, and until a littlo more than a year

I lived with my guardian, a warm
friend of my father's, in Buffalo. At
the thme of which I am about to speak
with some particularity I had just at-
tained my majority, so that 1 controlled
what littlo property had boen be-
queathed to me, I still lived with my
guardian, however, and had not thought
serlously of‘the fact that I wasat last
absolutely a responsible being in the
worll. There had Dbeen some suitors
for my hand, but tonone had I shown
tho least favor. That thoy were all sin-
coro I have no doubt, for my fortune
was too slight to be a temptation.
Among them was o singular young man
of really immense riches. He was gen-
orally credited with being the posscasor
of thirteen millions."”

“Deuced unlucky figure,” interposed
Mr. Drane.

“You shall see,” said the fair nar-
rator. “I could not bring myself to feel
towards this young man as I believe o
woman should towards a husband, al-
though I had no reason to catertain any
thing but respect for his character. My
guardian pleaded with me to make a
match 8o palpably desirable, but 1 could
not consent. 1t was while this matter
was pending that some of my associates
arranged to give sn amateur theatrical

ormance for tho benefit of a charita-
ble institution. As fortune, or porhaps
shrewd design, would have it, shis
wealthy young man and 1 were cast for
to parts. 1 had plainly rejeocted
his to me, but he would mot
take no for an answer, and he persisted
in a quict, good-natured devotion that 1
oould mot resent, but which began to
frksome, until at last I feared that
1 should have to marry him “in order to
bo free from him. I was in this half
tormented spirit whon we mot one night
at & private house for rehearsal.

“He was always imsisting that we
should go over our love soemes again
and again, and the others who undor-
stood the situation sidod with bim. At
tho ond of that evening, having teased
me as much as possible, be suggeswod
that wo earry the story of our play to
its logical conclusion by rchoarsing a

*jt's somothing !

we must all come to,’ he said, ‘and Y
imugino that a fellow would feel much
bettor before the altar i bo had learned
how to go through the motions.' The
others, silly young things! were fired
with the idea and withcut further
thought arranged tho furniture so as to
represent an sltar, the chancel rail and
all that.”

“A very reprehensible proceeding,”
commented Mr. Drane. The young
woman was about to proceed when a
gray-coated officer, one of those guardi-
ans of public parks ironically known
as chasers,” stepped up and
addressed Nrv Drane:

“Suy, yous, do you think nobody else
don't want to sit down? I let you sleep
off your jag here, see? an’ it's 'bout time
you moved on, see?"

Mr. Drane was about to resent the in- ‘
terferenco when the young Wwoman
whispered:

“Say nothing and obey?”

8o they rose, and followed for a mo-
ment by the policeman's curious eyes,
walked along the winding path to an-
other bench, where they satdown again.

“Officious impudence!” muttered Mr.
Drane.

“Never mind,"” said the young woman,
soothingly, ‘‘he has to do something to
earn his pay. Let me see, where was I
on the other bench?"

*At tho mock chancel rail.”

“Oh, yos; well, teased as I was T con-
sonted to the farce, saying thatitshould
be tho last of my lover's nonsense that I |
would endure. We went through an !
absurd rigmarole, they made me say

“IN THE GRASP OF THE LAW." |

|
lots of foolish things, and at the end
the young man who played the minister
insisted on kissing the bride. Then my
mock husband insisted, and—oh! dear
me!—it was very mortifying, and unul
that wretched performance was given I
had w endure all sorts of banter and
jest. Then came the tragedy. A few
days after the performance my mock
husband was thrown from his carriage
and instantly killed, Of coursc I was
shocked, together with his other friends,

his will was unsesled to find that he
had left, after & few minor bequests,
all his thirteen millions to me, his
wife!”

“Whew!" exclaimed Mr. Drane,
softly, and he looked hard at the
ground to conceal the incredulity that
he know must show itself in his eyes.

“I then learned,” continued the
young woman, “‘that tho man who per-
formed the mock ceremony was suthor-
ized to do it in real carnest, and that
tho presence of witnesses and the
other foatures of New York law made
the mareinge legal. It was carried to
the courts and so decided. Behold me,
then, o widow with great wealth. The
situation was not wholly pleasant, for
poople talked and suitors came in
troops. 80 I went abroad. Yesterday
I arrived in America agsain. 1 know
nothing of this eity, snd yielding to

but you may imagine my surprise when l

my maid’s ndvice I went to the Adams
Hotel. That was in the early after-
noon. My trunks were to follow me
this morning., Fatigued with the
worry of landing and the waiting
for customs officers and fecling
the approach of a sick headacho,
I retived. About six o'clock I awoke re-
freshed to find that my maid had disap-
peared with my clothing, my hand-bag-
gage and all my money. Sho had lefs
me what I now wear, which 1 was forced
to put on. The clerk of the hotel very
impudently discredited my story; said
that my mistreas had paid the hill and
gone, and that I was to follow her to the
St. Cloud. Ho added, moreover, that
two games of the kind in one day were
more than he could stand. 1 wasnot
clear a8 to his meaning, but I under-

stood him to refer to some man who had
attempted to impose upon the bouse
earlier in tho day with a similar story.”

“Yes, that was me,” groaned M-,
Drane, ungrammatioally.

“In sheer desperation,” continued the
hapless widow, 1 went to the St
Cloud, but, of course, found no trace of
my maid. Sinco then I have wandered
sbout most of the time in this park,
supperloss, slocpless and, until you in-

friendless.” -

“Madam,” said Mr. Drane, when she
bad finished, “your tale is moss in-

teresting.
+And a clever fabrication, 1 suppose™

she added, sadly.:
“No, madam, I do not say that," he

excluimed, in confusion, for he waas |-

struggling hard to believe it. “Tam not
a widower, and I have not been robbed |
by my valet, but otherwise [ am in &
situation to trust your account of your
carcer implicitly. Somebody bas taken

[ro Bx coxrixusn.]

he went often to the well he would soon
be ““broke.” o

my my money, my oredit, my |
-mﬁ’hnd.ﬂ-” gha
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Just about the time the legislators stop
pesky mosquile

utting in their bills the
ns.—Y onkers Btatcaman

Neverfail to cure sick headache, often
the very first dose. This is what is said by
all who try Carter's Little Liver Pills,
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CUnEs PRONPILY AND PERMANENTLY

LUMBAGO,
Ehoumatism, Heoadache, Toothuche,
SPRAINS,
Noursigla, Swellings, Frestbites,
BRUISES.

THE CHARLES A. VOGELER CO.. Baftimors, B4,

“Oh, So Tired!”
is the cry
of thousands
every Spring.
For that Tired Feeling
take
Ayer's Sarsaparilla
and recover
Health and Vigor.
It Makes
the Weak Strong.
Prepared by .
Dr. J. C. Ayer & Co,,
Lowell, Mass.

Tutt's Pill
The sale of Tutt's Pills exceed
those of all others combined.
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